lies precisely in the fact that with us a chil-
dren's collective is bound to develop and
prosper, to visualize a better morrow, and to
aspire to it in joyful, common efforts, in gay,
steadfast visions. Perhaps therein lies the
true pedagogical dialectics.

I therefore made no attempt to apply
a brake to the dreams of the colonists,
but, together with them, soared, and even,
perhaps, a little too high. But these were
very happy days in the colony, and all my
friends still remember them joyfully. Alexei
Maximovich himself, whom we wrote to
in detail about our affairs, dreamed along
with us.

There were only a few people in the colony
who were not glad, and who did not dream,
and Kalina Ivanovich was one of them.
His soul was young, but apparently soul alone
is not enough for dreaming. Kalina Ivanovich
said of himself:

"Have you seen how a good horse will
shy at an automobile? That's because it
wants to live, the parasite. And some sorry
nag has no fear, not only of an automobile,
but of the devil himself, because it doesn't
care whether it gets corn or meal, as the Rus-
sians say."

I tried to persuade Kalina Ivanovich to
go with us, and the boys did, too, but he
stood firm.
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